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November i, at night, 1860.
YOU have given me only sketches of Al-
gerian manners, .and I want precise details.
There is nothing which you cannot say and
you are celebrated for your use of euphe-
misms. You know how to tell things in an
academic way. I want to know all that
you have learned. I am preparing for
French conquests in China by reading a new
novel which Stanislas Julien, the patented,
Chinaman of our government, has translated.
It is the story of two young ladies who are
very witty and who write verses about every-
thing. They meet two students who write
with the same facility, and engage in an end-
less combat with quatrains. In these qua-
trains there is nothing but white dragon-
flies and blue lotus. It is impossible to find
anything more destitute of passion. Evi-
dently, the people who find pleasure in that
style of literature are abominable pedants
who deserve to be conquered by us. I
dined to-day at Prince Napoleon's. Princess would be charmed to see Lady Shel-al Library claims them
